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night without a lump rising in my throat, and tears to my.eyes.
"Well, thanks to dear old Dick, and another spell of miniature-painting, we got through the summer; but when autumn fell she was taken ill.    Heaven,, however,  sent us  another friend in Doctor Sykes, the Theatre Doctor as we used to call him.
" What a noble old fellow he was, to be sure ! I can see him now with his Herculean torso, his beautiful bald Shaksperean nob, with a fringe of short, crisp, brown curls around it, his luxuriant whiskers, his bright hazel eyes, his gold pince-nez, his dazzling and regular white teeth, his faultless white choker, his huge cambric shirt frill, his great diamond pin, his gold snuff-box, his spencer, his black breeches and continuations. I think I can even see his pleasant smile and hear his musical Yorkshire burr.
"So cordial and paternal was he that he always gave us the idea that we had met before in some previous Pythagorean state of existence.
" He had been in London for a few years walking the hospitals, and being, as he said, then a lonely lad, without father, mother, brother, sister, or friend, the theatre was his only comfort and consolation;, even now he never kept away a single night, and it was his hobby to talk about past times, about the